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under Skiddaw until at last she joined the path
that led up to the stream above Lodore.

Here at a clearing between the trees she was
compelled to stop Peggy and watch, for a moment,
the storm that struck the Lake. It had been,
when she left Uldale, a perfect October morning,
without one cloud to mar the pale delicate blue.
But, with the dramatic splendour that makes these
skies the most wonderful in the world, a rolling
black cloud, like a great funnel of smoke, had
rushed over from the sea, pouring over Cat Bells
and Robinson like the issue of a conflagration.
The Lake was yet blue, the hills still gold with their
burnished bracken. But this cloud hurried with
the gait of a drunken man. It had been a funnel
of smoke, but now, even as Judith watched, it
swung outwards as that same drunken man might
wave his cloak in a gesture of defiance. Then
it spread with ferocity, eating up the sky, frothing
at its edge in spumes of grey vapour, its black
heart catching a purple light, the stain of black-
berries.

It ate the sun. The Lake shivered and fell into
a trembling agitation of tones and circles; the hills,
that had been so bright, raised their heads; they
seemed before Judith's eyes to increase their
stature, and shadowed gulfs of purple rent their
sides. Around her still the bracken was gold, the
sun beat upon her face. Then with a quick whirr
of wind the raindrops fell. The woods sighed.
Where, only a moment before, there had been
gentle stillness, there was now a sibilation like the
whisper of a thousand gossips*